THE CLASH OF WAR

It was right, and he went. I have not for-
gotten that gray afternoon in early May when
I went with him across the river to the train
that was to carry him and his horse South.
He had made his will; the leave-taking was
over and had left its mark. There was in him
no trace of the " spoiling for a fight " that for
the twentieth time was cast up against him.
He looked soberly, courageously ahead to a
new and untried experience, hopeful of the
glad day that should see our arms victorious
and the bloody usurper driven from Cuba.
" I won't be long." He waved his hand and
was gone; and to me the leaden sky seemed
drearier, the day more desolate than before.

Two weary months dragged their slow
length along. There had been fighting in
Cuba. Every morning my wife and I plotted
each to waylay the newsboy to get the paper
first and make sure he was safe before the
other should see it. And then one bright and
blessed July morning, when the land was ring-
ing with the birthday salute of the nation, she
came with shining eyes, waving the paper, in
which we read together of the charge on San
Juan Hill; how the Rough-Riders charged,